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HOW LONG WILL HE STAND FOR IT I
An Independent Newspaper.

By FRANK P. MAC LKNNAN.
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MAIN STREET-"-
dusty place," the people say,

' With nothing fine to see."
Bat oh. the sights of Main street

Are wonderful to me!

In oranges the grocer keeps
A board ot pirate gold.

And rainbow moons from fairy skies
The drug-stor- e windows bold.

The harness maker's wooden horse
Stands patiently all day,

The tailor's little waxen man
By night rides him away!

The barber had a wonder seed
He planted in tbe ground:

The giaut candy stick that grew
Keeps turning round and round.

Tbe peanut man is lucky, too.
He owns the strangest tfty

A cart with one bright, winking eye--It
whistles like a boy!

There's magic here in Main street
The hurdr-gnrd- y sings

And through tbe dust, if you will look,
You may see splendid things!

--Gertrude K neve la, la Youth's Companion.

house in the whole history of the
family."

"All the ages of race history and
every level of civilization can be found
in any county or community," as Pro-
fessor Branson adds, in our
crowded centers of wealth and culture
We need not hunt for eighteenth cen-
tury survivals in mountain coves
alone."

And the only remedy for such
conditions is the education of these
people.

How long is It to be denied them,
and their children? And when it is
laid at, or is already near their doors,
they must be forced to accept it, at
least for their children, if they are
reluctant at first to do so Voluntarily.

the buggy business. The first thing
he knows some live buggy dealer will
open up, take a good-size- d space In
the local newspapers, and reap' a rich
harvest from hia neglected opportun-
ities.

The Vehicle Monthly believes that
more and better local advertising is
precisely the stimulus a great many
buggy builders and dealers need to
produce a large increase in their sales.
Buggies need more local, small town
newspaper advertising.

Do Hot fear to advertise your horse-draw- n

vehicles. They are as staple
merchandise as flour or sugar, but
you must let the public know where
you are, what you have in stock, and
how well you can serve your custom-
ers. Inaugurate a buggy advertising
campaign in your best county paper
and watch for the good sales that us-

ually follow.

" ''

'
'

.

.
HALLADAY, Providence Bulletin.

DINNER STORIES

The Tabic.
Chili Con Carne A good nourisfi-is- h

dish for the cold days. Into three
tablespoons drippings fry one onion
cut fine; then add one pound ground
round steak and one-ha- lf cup boiling
water; let simmer a few nfinutes and
add one quart can tomatoes and cup
boiling water, salt, pepper, chili pep-
per or red pepper to taste. Lastly add
one can kidney beans. Let heat thru
but not so the Vixens will break. This
can be made in the morning and heat-
ed when you want it.

Boiled Beef and Potatoes (left over
from the night before may be used)

Gravy: Mix heaping tablespoon of
flour and teaspoon of salt; add slowly
two cups cold water and stir until
smooth. Add a little pepper andquarter teaspoon of "kitchen bou-
quet." Then cut up .smali half an
onion'-and- - fry bre-wt- in drippings;
when done add the beef (cut in imall
pieces) and cook three minutes. Then
remove from pan ; put on the gravy,
and boil for one minute. When the
gravy is done add the meat and onion
together with wo or three boiled po-
tatoes cut up small, and mix. This
will serve four people. If you have
no left-ov- er meat boil a piece of beef
as tor soup, unti! tender, then use the
stock (after it has cooled) instead'of
water in making gravy.

Canning and Preserving.
Celery Sauce One dozen heads

celery, three large onions, one-four- tn

celery, three large onions, one-four- th

pound mustard need, one tablespoon
ground black pepper, two tablespoons
salt, one tablespoon curry powder,
one tablespoon turmeric, three cups
sugar, one quart vinegar. Simmer
one hour.

Indian Relish Chop fine one quart
cucumbers, two quarts onions, one
large cauliflower, three green pep-
pers. Put in sopsrate dishes, add
handful salt, cover with boiling water
and let stand over night. Drain, put
together and add six cups sugar
(brown or white), two rtjnces mus-
tard seed, one ounce celery seed, one
ounce turmeric. Eoil one-ha- lf gallon
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Geography classes in th Oklahoma
City schools are going to be tol rably
busy If they keep up with the chang-
ing boundary lines of the European
countries that the great war is occa-
sioning. The superintendent of the
Oklahoma City schools thinks this is

the way that geography should be
studied the3e days, and thru the med-
ium of the daily newspapers and their
grist of European war news. The
theory of this method of teaching geog-
raphy may be all right and assuredly

But a geography lesson
that might be prepared by the mem-
bers of a class at their homes on an
evening and for the next day would
like as not have to be forgotten be-

fore it could be recited on the morrow
because of a sudden shift of the armies
on the Kuropean checkerboard during
the interim. Then, too, the new bound-
ary lines that are being established in
Europe almost daily now are no more

"than temporary ones. ' The map of
Europe will not be officially changed
until the peace terms on which the
war will corns to an end have been
written and signed.

Butter at 35 cents a pound is rather
discouraging or disconcerting for this
time of the year, but not half so much
so as are the suggestions it conveys as
to what the butter prices are likely to
be in the mid-wint- er that Is not so far
around the corner.

A rather unusual turn In the Eu-
ropean war news is that which tells
that rainy weather' and not the force
of Tman arms is impeding the prog-
ress of the Entente Allies in the
Summe sector of the western front.

One of the dye experts of the fed-

eral bureau of foreign and domestic
commerce is authority for the state-
ment that American manufacturers
are now producing a full three-quarte- rs

of the 29.000 tons of dyestuffs
which were consumed annually in thla
country before the European war be-

gan and most of which was imported
from abroad, and chiefly, from Ger-
many. This same authority states
that before another year has passed
the rs on this side of the
Atlantic will be able to increase their
output to sufficient proportions to
meet all of the demands of the entire
country for dyestuffs. But this Amer-
ican made dye must be of a decidedly
Inferior quality to the European prod-ve- t,

or else the clothing and dress
goods manufacturers in this country-ar- e

spoofing the retail stores in these
lines, and, in turn, the public, with
their insistence that .the dye situation

"here is such that they cannot guar-
antee the colors in this fabric and that
one, with the exception, of course, of
tie rr.ost expensive cloths that have
been prepared as usual with the im-
ported dyes.

Such is the state of law and order
in Oklahoma that the lynchers down
there don't even take the trouble, or
exercise the caution, to cover up their
faces with masks. And then we all
become horrified at the mere mention
of the unspeakable Turk and his Ar-
menian atrocities.

RIGGY DEALERS SHOli.I) ISE
I.OCAI, PAPERS.

- V. C. & J. A. Moorea Co., Fayette-vill- e,

Tenn., say they have built and
sold more buggies this year than in
any former year in their history, ac-
cording to The Vehicle Monthly. They
fairther state that at no time, as far
T&ack as horse-draw- n vehicles have
been sold in Eayetteville, has there
been such a demand for buggies as
during the present year. A member of
this firm attributes the Increase in
sales very largely to his consistent and
regular use of the advertising columns
of his local town and county news-
papers.
J This firm has never had any fears
for the buggy business on account of
the automobile, for it has been their
observation that where the retail bus-
iness has fallen off it was caused by
the retail buggy dealer going into the
automobile business and neglecting

New Amateur Poet.
Dug Berry haa sent in the following

beautiful piece for the paper:

A maiden stood upon the porch, the
clock was striking nine,

When down the street there came a
lad who sauntered up the line.

He told her he was lonesome, and he
asked her if she'd wed.

She listened very clamly to the things
the young man said.

And as he vowed his love was like
a lurid, flaming torch.

She said: "Doggone you, Harry," and
knocked him off the porch.

CHORUS:
"I like you, Harry Higgins," said she,

"I like you well;
t think we'd be contented and happy

for a spell.
I wonder if you mean it I wondervery much,
Now, don't you kid me, Harry, or you

will get in Dutch."
Some Friendship.

What is greater than the friendship
that exists among men? The young
Grand Rapids man had carefully ex-
plained that he must go to Kalama-zoo, but declared that he would sure-
ly be back for 7 o'clock dinner, as
usual. He did not return as per
schedule. The hours dragged by and
his wife became anxious. Finally shetelegraphed to six of her husband's
friends in Kalamazoo asking them if
the missing man was there.

With the dawn came a farmer'swagon, dragging in a broken down
automobile and the husband. Al-
most at the same moment a messen-
ger boy arrived with six telegrams,
and all of them read:

"Yes, Walter !s passing the night
with me."

The" Temperamental Lantern.
When Huntley Russell goes out on

his tours through the small towns of
Michigan, lecturing upon the state
institutions, he carries with him a
magic lantern which shows views of
famous Michigan buildings and per-
sonages.

At one point In the lecture Huntley
shows a picture of Louis Holtzey. the
famous criminal at Marquette prison.
He was lecturing in a small town on
the Muskegon interurban line the
other night and said: "The next pic-
ture thrown upon the screen will be
that of the most celebrated criminal
in Michigan." The amateur lantern
operator then threw upon the screen
a picture of Angell of
the University of Michigan.

"That is wrong," yelled the lecturer
to the man who was operating the
machine. "Put on that other por-
trait."

The operator found the portrait of
Holtzey, but in his excitement got
the slide upside down. Huntley gazed
at the screen a moment in deep dis-
gust and then said: "This is the pic-
ture of Holtzey. He is not only the
most noted criminal in Michigan, but
he is also a great acrobat. When this
picture was taken he was standing
on his head."

The Quiet IJfe.
I do not want to be a king
Or potentate or anything
Like that. I do not want to fight;
I want to get tuy sleep at night.
I can go home and sit at ease
And hold my kid upon my knees
And look out on my garden plot
And be contented with my lot.
I can take in a picture show.
And not be nervous when I go
For fear some titled enemy
Will drop a lyddite bomb on me.
I get no diplomatic note
Which stirs me up and gets my goat.
No murder in upon my aoul.
For world dominion's not my goal.
I'm happy as a common lob
Who's got & home, also a job.
I would not trade my state of mind
With anv one of royal kind.
No blood of infants stains my hands;
I have inxaded no one's lands.
I would not trade my obi felt hat
For all the caps and helmets that
Are worn in any cr.usy realm
That seeks to slay and overwhelm.
(Jolt, braid and clanking sabres punk
To me are merely useiens jurk.
I would not trade my little cot
For any castle they have got.
Who go forth girdled for the fray
To burn and loot, outrage and slay.

SHOE .TALES
bt mom CAM II ROM.

Elastic Bands and Quarrels.
"For to be wroth with one we love

doth work like madness in the brain."
Somehow or other we fell to talking

about quarrels between married folks
the other evening.

Of course the woman whose hus-
band "never said a cross word to me'
was represented. "I don't see what
people quarrel about,' she said. "We
never quarrel."

One knows not whether to marvel
or doubt when people say that

sort of thing.
I once visited a woman who made

that claim and her husband certainly
said some things that I should have
called cross. And she folded her lips
up in a manner that indicated just as
much irritation and resentment as if
she had spoken.

Another "member of our group said
that she and her husband didn't really
quarrel either, but she was honest
enough to confess that it was merely
because he shut up and refused to
answer her when she- got mad.

"I don't suppose you've had any
quarrels yet," some one said, turning
to the last year's bride.

"Yes. we have." she said, "and I
was Just going to say I really love
theni."

"Love them:" repeated the never
one in horror.

The last year's bride nodded. "Mak-
ing up is so wonderful that it's worth
while to quarrel," she said. "We nev-
er love each other so much as just
after a quarrel. It's like the wonder-
ful sunshine you get after a thunder-
storm has cleared the air.' She turn-
ed to the

"Don't you think so?"
The Lady smiled. "Don't thunder-

storms sometimes do damage that noteven beautiful weather afterwards can
compensate for?" she asked. Then,
from about the tape measure in her
work basket she produced an elastic
band. "If T stretch this band way out
it comes back with a snap." she said.
"That a quarrel you stretch your re-
lationship and it proves its strength
by coming back with a snap. But ifyou go on stretching it. it won't come
back quite ao strongly and by and by
it will lose some of its resiliency andby and by a little more. So, if you
want to keep it strong and resilientyou mustn't stretch it any more thanyou have to. That's the way I look
at it.-- '

The last year's bride looked
thoughtful. "I wouldn't have it lose
its strength for anything on earth,"
said she.

"1 don't think there's much danger.
smiied the Lady. (Copyright by
George Matthew Adams.)

EVENING STCOT

On tbe Road to Braddock.
(By Susan Claggett.)

There were to have been ten in the
party, but at the last moment Dorothy
Tennant failed them. When he heard
this Grahame found that important
business would detain him in town
and handed his car over to Lawrence
Brooke, who was not pleased with the
turn of events. He and the girl who
was to have been the fourth in Gra-ham-

car were in trouble, and when
it comes to taking a sixty-mil- e drive
with an iceberg sitting beside one it
is not surprising that Brooke was in
a state of mind not describable. As
for the girl what she thought was not
evident. But She had whitened

Dorothy's message reached
them. The others had gone on ahead.
There was no time to fill the vacant
places, and pride prevented either of
the two from withdrawing from thetrip.

The situation was awkward, but itwas carried off by the girl, who seat-
ed herself beside Lawrence andspared no pains to make general talk.
This she could do, for she was more
than a girl. She was a. woman who
had traveled and read extensively and
had the fortunate gift of being agree-
able without touching upon the per-
sonal.

When it is known that the misun-derstanding between the two had re-
sulted in the breaking of their en-
gagement it will be seen that it re-
quired both pride and tact for her to
keep to her policy of treating the man
beside her as a newly-acquir- ac-
quaintance to whom she was making
herself entertaining. Women can do
this thing men, never. Lawrencewas in a state of bewilderment, whichwas fast becoming anger.

Finally, it was anger that 'held him
in an iron grip, that had grown to
white heat. That she could ignore
be so indifferent to past relationswas beyond his understanding, but hewas determined to know the reason
back of the letter he had receivedfrom her.

It wa a. coldly worded letter andgave no explanation as to why shebroke with him. She had merely
stated the bald fact that she hadchanged her min i.

"If she thinks she can keep the
conversation in her hinds until we
reach Braddock she is mistaken." he
told himself grimly. "We will have a
reckoning before then." He volun
teered no remark of his own, and no
matter how brilliant a conversation-
alist one. may ba the continued si-
lence of one's companion will event-
ually control the situation.

So it was with these two. The talk
became spasmodic, faltered. then
ceased altogether. Then he spoke to
her. .

"I have been wonderi Mary, how
long you would be able to keep it up:
wondering when you would sense the
tact there was something of infinite-
ly more importance than this trip you
have been telling me about. No doubt
it was interesting, but the important
topic to me just now is ourselves. I
cannot follow the intricacies of your
woman's mind and I have sought in
vain for an explanation of the letteryou sent me. You did not answer my
rote, refused to see me. I would not
have forced myself upon you after
that, but fate seems to be having a
hand in our affairs, and I should be a
fool not to take advantage of this
opportunity. I want to know the rea- -
ron you broke with me, and be sure,
Mary, that I will know the real rea-
son, not a make-believ- e one. There
:Tiust have been a powerful one back
of it. What was it?"

The road was so filled with vehicles
he" had not looked at her. Even now
he did not turn his head, but hi3
voice was compelling.

She did not answer his question. She
could not. Her voice had failed her.
There were tears in her eyes.

"I am very much in earnest. Alary,"
he said, after a long wait.

As she did not reply, he dTOve to
the side of the road and stopped the
car. It was then he caught a glimpse
of her quickly averted face. The sight
softened him, but did not alter his
determination to reach an understand-
ing. Before he again spoke she said:

"I should have told you, Lawrence,
but I could not. Even now it is dif-
ficult for me to speak. You .know a
Mrs. Endicott. do you not, a Mrs.
Charles Kndicott, of Boston?"

"Well?"
"She called upon me some days ago.

She had a little child with her a
very handsome boy. She told me his
name was Lawrence Brooke and that
his mother was alive."

"Still, I don't see " he began,
perplexed. Then his face whitened.

"I understand, Mary." His voice
was harsh. "But don't you think it
would have been better to have come
to me?"

'She showed me letter a marriage
certificate."

For some minutes he did not speak.
Then he slipped his hand into an in-

side pocket and withdrew a letter. "I
do not know how Mrs. Endicott came
into possession of the paper you men-
tion or the letter, but this one is from
the boy's mother. Before you read it
I must tell you there are several men
bearing my name. It is a name that
is given to the oldest boy in every
branch of our family and more than
once has caused trouble. The father
of the child is the black sheep of the
Brooke family. I do not often speak
of him. but this comes too close to
me. Lawrence deserted his wife three
vears afro. It is an iiplv utrvrv

"I prefer notto go into details, but
I have just secured her freedom. She
is one of those women who believed
what God has joined together no man
should put asunder, and I had diffi-
culty gaining her consent to the pro-
ceedings, but it was the only thing
to do. I hope you will be friends with
her, Mary, for she has need of friends.
Will you read her letter? She men-
tions you."

It was a short letter, but came from
the heart of a woman who had seen
deep trouble. At the last she wrote:

"You must bring her to see me.
Lawrence, that sweetheart of yours.
I can hardly wait until then. Tou have

JOURNAL ES1OTES

Free advice Is naturally as worth-
less as everything else that doesn't
cost anything.

A man can always set up a pretty
good defense for himself, at least in
his own mind. '

The hardest manufacturing job is to
develop a finished product out of hu-
man raw material.

'

The man who is entirely satisfied
with his own opinions won't hit many
of the high spots on the road of life.

Question tor debate: Which is pref-
erable, a short life and a merry or
happy one, or a long life that is more
or less miserable thruout its whole ex-
tent?

JAYlAWEEl JOTSD
As the Jamestown, Kansas, Optimist

says: A small boy is never at a loss
to discover some means of disturbing
the peace of a community. ,

Much excitement over blackmail
gangs, notes the Herington Sun, but,
it adds, if the alleged prominent citi-
zens had behaved themselves there
would have been no blackmail pos-
sible.

Applying a power of analysis and
deduction second only to that which
was possessed by the late Sherlock
Holmes, the Eureka Herald observes;
The man who blows the whistle at
the light plant must carry a Water-bur- y

watch. He is ahead of time as
often as he is behind time.

You can never tell what a man is
thinking about, says Editor Keiley in
his Toronto Republican. Asked a. man
the other day what he was thinking
about, and he replied; 'I was thinkin'
if I had the chance to name myself
over I'd call myself Henry Skinner."
What would you call yourself? asks
Mr. Kelley.

Bill Payton, who is now on the staff
of the lola Register, tells this story
for a true one: A stuttering man was
once arraigned before a magistrate.
"What is your name? asked the mag-
istrate. hissed
the stutterer. "His name is Sisson,"
interrupted the policeman, who had
made the arrest. "He stutters.' "So
it seems. What is he charged with?"
"I don't know, your honor,' said the
policeman. "It seems to be soda wa-
ter."

Musings of the Village Deacon in
the Osborne County Farmer: The gas-
oline that makes the automobile go
isn't always bought by the driver. . . .
Preparedness should be the watch-
word in every home. Therefore let all
husbands learn to cook. ... If it
were not for the spendthrifts the rest
of us would soon run out of money.
. . . . The husband who can't remem-
ber to empty the drip pan under the
refrigerator in the summer should not
be trusted with the running of the
hard coal burner in the winter. . . .

An "enthusiastic audience" doesn't
mean that the members thereof are
going to vote the way the orator tells
them.

GLOBE SIGETTS

From the Atchison Globe.
One knows a great deal he can't

remember.
Many men never seem to have any-

thing but steady employment.
Your mistakes can't be corrected

by blaming them on someone else.
After a man has been accused, peo-

ple are apt to think he has a guilty
look.

One trouble with the
candidate is that he has no chance of
election.

The man who never expects to be
bossed by a poor, weak woman, is a
single man.

If the returns promised are too
large, the chances are there won't be
any returns.

What has become of the
man who was afraid to ride in

an automobile?
There is also '.he sort of man who

uses the little authority he has for
making enemies.

It may be said tor the rought neck
that he doesn't blame his devilment
on his artistic temperament.

There is a difference between ac-
cusation and conviction which the
courts recognize and a lot of people
overlook.

So many girls are trained with a
view to catching a man, rather than
holding him, which is sometimes a
more difficult performance.

POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

From the Chicago News. 3

Nothing is more unsatisfactory than
compulsory love.

And the less a man knows, the less
he seems to know it.

Faint heart ne'er won fair lady
when it preferred a brunette.

Men sometimes worship women be-
cause they are unable to understand
them.

Even by any other name the aver-
age back yard would not inspire a
landscape painter.

When a young man is intoxicated
with love he has his own ideas as to
what makes the world go round.

It is not necessary to keep the milk
of human kindness in a refrigerator.
It isn't heat that sours it.

An old bachelor observes that mar-
ried men are often as anxious to get
out of matrimony as single fools are
to get in.

One seldom sees a woman on the
street without a shopping bag. This
should be sufficient warning to old
bachelors.

THE Rl'RAL SCHOOL- TERM.
Before the rural schools can come

into possession of the things due them
there must be an aroused public senti-
ment as to their needs, as J. L. McBrien
school extension agent of the United
States bureau of education, writes in
another of the series of bulletins he
has contributed to the discussion of
this important subject.

Previous articles by Mr. McBrien,
which have been presented in part
in these columns, have served to show
how to increase the rural school term
by a better average daily attendance
on the part of rural pupils.

It has been pointed out that the
average daily attendance of all pupil?
enrolled in the rural schools of the
United States is only 67.6 per cent of
the enrollment.

If it were possible to take into con-

sideration the large number of rural
children who are not enrolled but who
should be enrolled by a proper en-

forcement of a reasonable compulsory
attendance law, the average daily at-

tendance in the rural schools for th
country at large would be less than 60
per cefft.

In support of this declaration, the
following is quoted from the annual
report of the state superintendent of
schools of Georgia for the school year
ended December 31. 1915. Pleading
for a reasonable enforcement of a
reasonable compulsory attendance law,
this superintendent declares:

"There are some men who are so
mean by nature that they must be
forced before they will give their
children educational opportunities for
chool training. The figures show that

169.630 children of school age in this
state did not attend school a day last
year. Many of these have never been
enrolled during any previous year.
Without the strong arm of the law
they will grow up in ignorance Just as
thousands before them have done."

If one step further Is gone along the
same line of reasoning, and there are
taken' into consideration the millions
of rural children in short-ter- m schools
of three to four months In length, it is
evident that the average dally attend-
ance of millions of pupils In the rural
schools for the nation at large is not
50 per cent of what it should be when
measured by the attendance of pupils
in city schools with a nine months
term.

In other words, the short term and
the poor attendance in the rural
schools are depriving million of coun-
try boys and girls of over half their
birthright in matters of free school
privileges as compared with city boys
and girls.

It is gratifying, of course, that the
city children have the good school
privileges that are theirs. And, in-

deed, it is pardonable to wish that the
city schools were even better, as there
is much room for improvement in most
of them.

But it is unpardonable that there
should be this unjust, unreasonable
and decidedly discrimi-
nation against country boys and girls.

Equality before the law and equal
educational opportunity have not yet
been provided for the farm boy and
farm girl.

Strange as It may seem, too, sparsely
settled rural communities often fight
against the things which are for their
own good.

A striking statement of this phase
of the rural school problem is to be
found in Circular No. 2, issued by the
extension bureau of the University of
North Carolina, under date of July,
1916. In this circular. Professor E.
C. Branson asserts:

"Everywhere in thinly settled coun-
try regions we find people here and
there who are suspicious, secretive,
apathetic and unapproachable; who
live in the eighteenth century and pre-
serve the language, manners and cus-
toms of a past long dead elsewhere,
who prefer their primitive ancient
ways, who are.ghettoed In the midst
of .present day. civilization, to borrow
a phrase from President Frost. Thev
are the crab-lik- e souls described by
Victor Hugo in Les Miserables, who
before advancing light steadily retreat
into the fringe of darkness. People
like these abound in Clinton and
Franklin counties (Xew Tork) where
an eighth of the native white voters
are illiterate, in Aroostock county
(Maine) where nearly a fifth of the
native white voters can not read their
ballots or write their names; in Wind-
ham county (Connecticut) where a
seventh of the voters are illiterate.
Windham, by the way, lies midway
between the academic effulgence of
Tale on the one hand and of Harvard
on the other. Tou can find within
the sound of college bells anywhere
what we found the other day in a
field survey that took us into every
home in a mid-sta- te county in Xorth
Carolina a family of whites, all il-

literates, hair the children dead in in-
fancy, and never a doctor in the

told me so much of her that my
friendliness stretches out until I feel
that she must feel it. I do so hope
for her friendship.'

"I feel as she does. Mary. I cannot
wait. Let us turn back. We are too
late for lunch with the crowd. I will
get you something to eat later on.
Meantime we are going to stop in
Bockville." ,

"Why Rockville?" she questioned.
"It is the Gretna Green of Mary-

land, and I am going to run away
with you,." he answered lightly.

"Very well," she said soberly. ,"I
have had a week of misery. I am
now ready for a taste of happiness.
But, Oh! my dear, I am hungry and
the lunch they are eating at Brad-
dock Heights is a good one."

He laughed heartily as he turned
the car. "How material you are,
Mary! To think ' of food at such a
moment!" (Copyright. 1918. bv the

LaicClure Newspaper Syndicate.) .

DINNER STORIES
Tired and dusty, the excursionists

were returning from a Sunday at the
shore. One of them, a little bald man
with big ears, overcome with his day
of recreation, dropped off to sleep. In
the hat-rac- k above another passenger

had deposited a ferocious crab in a
bucket, and when the little man went
to sleep the crab woke up. and, find-
ing things dull in the bucket, started
exploring.

By careful navigation the crab
reached the edge of the rack. The
next moment it fell down, alighting on
the little man's shoulder. Xoft feel-
ing quite safe, it grabbed the volumin-
ous ear of the little man in order to
steady itself, and the passengers held
their breath and waited for develop-
ments. But the little man only shook
his head slightly.

"Let go. Mary, he murmured. "I
tell you that I have been at the office
all the evening.'

Little Gerald was being initiated
into the beauties of grand opera. He
listened for some time in silence, but
when the celebrated soprano was in
the middle of her loudest solo Gerald
concluded that something ought to be
done to the conductor of the orches
tra. He said to his mother:

"Why does that man hit at the
woman with a stick?

"Keep quiet," his mother replied.
"He is not hitting at her."

Just then the soprano gave another
despairing shriek.

"Well, then, if he isn't hitting at
her. what is ehe hollering so for?"
said Gerald.

The district trustee was addressing
a school in Ohio.

"Children," said he. I want to talk
to you for a few moments about one
of the most important organs in the
whole world. What is it that throbs
away, beats away, never stopping,
never ceasing, whether you wake or
sleep, night or day, week in, week out.
mouth in and month out. year in and
year out. without any volition on your
part, hidden away in the depths, as it
were, unseen by you, throbbing, throb-
bing, throbbing, rhythmically all your
life long?"

During the pause for oratorical ef-
fect a small voice was heard:

'I know it's the gas meter."
Doris was radiant over a recent

addition to the family and rushed out
of tha house to tell the news to a
passing neighbor.

"Oh, you don't know what we've
got upstairs, she said.

"What is it?" the neighbor asked.
"A new baby brother," aaid Doris,

and she settled back on her heels and
clasped her hands to watch the effect
of her announcement.

"You don't say so!" the neighbor
exclaimed- - "Is he going to stay?"

"I think so." said Doris. "He's got
his things oft,"

vinegar. Make a paste of two-thir-

cup flour and one-ha- lf cup-- mustard.
Pour all over mixture and boil ten
minutes.

High-riyin- g Birds.
On September 30, 1894, an astron-

omer at Where. England, was studying
the sun thru a telescope. Kvery few
seconds during the ten minutes he
watched, says 8t. Nicholas, a bird was
seen to pass slowly thru his field,
flying in a southerly direction, but
with naked eye not a bird could b
seen.

Our ears really tell us more than
our unaided eyes about the day fliers,
which are traveling far up in the sky.
With nothing to turn them from their
course, sound waves carry surprising
distances either up from the earth or
down to It.

Balloenists tell us how clearly they
can hear voices of people who are
scarcely visible to them. Ha e may
hear the noise of passing birds which
are traveling at too great a height to
be seen.

The mellow whist'es of certain snipe
and plover tell us that they are pass-
ing along the bird's airline when it is
impossible tor us to see them. But,
if we answer, we may in time see a
black speck in the sky which responds
to our call and finally circles over-
head.

On one occasion. In Central Park.
Xew Tork City, I heard the flute-lik- e

call of a yellow leg snipe, which was
migrating high over the city. Perhaps
he was calling some companion in the
sky. Certainly there was nothing on
the earth to attract him.

By putting my fingers to my lips. I
whistled a loud imitation of his notes.
Quickly he answered. I whistled again,
and soon could see a black dot circling
high above me. Larger and larger it
grew, louder and more frequent be-
came his cry. and within a minute,
much to the surprise of passersby. the
bird was flying anxiously back and
forth over my head.

But unable to find the bird which
had called him. he soon mounted high
in the air find continued his journey.

Kansas City Journal.
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STAVS A BECIIFTT

"It's tomorrow night, if I can get
ready by then " said Mother Beaver,
"and it's beside the big. hollow syca-
more tree, twe.ity trees back into
Shadow Wood. Hist! I can't tell you
any more now, because some one's
coming!"

I can't tell joi any more now, be-
cause some one's coming!"

Hushy was provoked at that. Justwhen he was hearing all about thatparty, and then to have to crouchdown and be still you can't hism.
h'nl,fo,L?t '"""J ntTuption, canWhy- " folks a
That's what he thought:

But It wasn't a stranger at all. itwas Father Beaver, and Mikey andPoliceman Billy come back to say thatMother Beaver was nowhere to befound. And there she was!
"Well, Mother Beaver!" he cried"Where have you been? We havehunted all over the wood and even-wher-

!

Bushy listener to t...
about the party but she i,imt .i.m

and didn't say one thinV'-LrV-
'..

'
right Clara Ingram Judson.)
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THE SECRKT
Mother Beaver going to have a

party! Bushy and Little Brother
could hardiv believe their ears! Of
course they had heard of parties
everybody ha but they never
thought of really going to one. dear
me. no! To tell the truth they didn't
know that beavers had parties, die.
you? But it seems that they did.
They mut. because here was Mother
Beaver, clore beside them, their own
Mother Beaver, faying that sha was
going to have a party. Just think of

"How'd you happen to think of it?"
asked Bushy, as soon as he got over
his surprise enough to speak.

"Now that's a funny thing," said
Mother Beaver thoughtfully. "I don't
know how I came to think of it. It
just popped into my head. Just, 'I'm
going to have a party!' that way. It
must be this W'iggleisksken country,
for I never even thought of having a
party before. But I'm having one
now."

"Reallv having one?" asked Bushy,
who could still hardly believe hia ears.
"Where is it?

"That's a secret yet." said Mother
Beaver. "I'd be glad to tell you only
I promised Policeman Billy that I
wouldn't t?ll anybody till it was all
ready."

Policeman Billy?" exclaimed
Bushy, "vliv he came just as Kather
Beaver and Mikey stirtfd to hunt you.
And he's pone with ihem to help
hunt!"
you mean. Bushy." laughed Mothe j

- " Wo If nnw u. e pnniifirr.
where I was because he showed me
the place. I tell you. Policeman Billy
is a very helpful person." Now if
Bushy h:uln't been so interested in the
party, he might have guessed that
Kather Beaver wasn't finding Police-
man Billy quite so helpful. A great
deal depends on who's being helped
you see: but he was interested in the
party so he didn't think anything
about it. I7e just wanted to find out
m"re about that party.

Where is It and when is it and tell l

us ail about it, mother," he cried. I


